THE    CAPTURE
the king made use of it in the appfeals for funds, and the
towns when responding stated plainly that their con-
tributions were intended for her service; one at least
sent her a personal present of arms. Charles d'Albret,
Tremoille's half-brother, was put in charge of the
expedition, since he was royal lieutenant for Berri,
the country to be invaded, but she was named joint
commander and so referred to by d'Albret in his pro-
clamations.
Early in November the expedition left Bourges for
Saint Pierre-le-Moustier, a little town situated on the
River Allier slightly above its junction with the Loire.
Several days were spent idly waiting for a surrender, but
when the garrison proved obstinate the commanders
decided upon an assault.
The old story was repeated. The storming-party
dashed forward, ran into a stubborn resistance and were
repulsed. Joan tried in vain to rally them, then, with
only half a dozen men about her, continued the attack
in order to give the rest a chance to re-form and return.
Her aide d'Aulon, who had been wounded in the heel
by an arrow and was unable to stand, called upon her
to retreat in God's name, since she was practically alone
and in extreme danger. She took off her light helmet,
looked coolly about her, and said, "I am not alone,
for I see fifty thousand men at my side, and I won't
retire till I have taken the town." Turning to the others
she called for materials to bridge the moat. The old
magic worked: the soldiers, reheartened, came up once
more with the faggots and timbers, the moat was forced,
and the enemy gave way before the determined persistence
of superior force. A few hours later Joan showed again
how great was her authority over the common soldier